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MALEFIC ARVM. 
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No one knows how long ago she became a child of the Dark God, but 
it is whispered that when Leviathan first saw her, it tasted desire. Some 
believe it was she that once sat upon a throne of purple and gold sucking the 
juice from black grapes as Mark Anthony, on his knees, washed her feet. 
Others swear that it was her long, bright-gold hair that brought all of 
Sparta to bear against the walls of Thoy. Who she might have been matters 
little to who she is now. 

'The Lady Abigor," the herald announced and quickly stepped out of 
the way. 

The whip boomed and cracked as the chariot rounded the corner, ivory 
wheels clattering against the stone floor. With the reins gathered in one 
hand, Abigor cracked her whip again across the backs of her steeds; nine, 
long-haired blond men harnessed and tethered by heavy straps of human- 
leather with bits made from bone wedged between their teeth, all of whom 

She reined the chariot to a halt and stepped down. Smiling politely, 
she walked through the room crowded with her Brothers and Sisters. She 
was dressed only in her thigh-high boots and the shimmering, steel jewelry 
pierced through all parts of her body that jingled as she moved. Usually she 

He was standing in the far, dark comer of the room when she found 
him; a sinister Cenobite called Halo who wore a circle of metal hypodermic 
needles set in the crown of his head. 

"Abigor." His lips curled up over black teeth. She detested him. 

"I've heard that you have found something quite unusual." 

He laughed. "Word spreads here as easdy as blood spills." 

Her fist clenched. "Where?" 

"On the edge of my realm. It was growing up through what was left of 
an abdomen I think, some rotting piece I'd long forgotten about." 

He was still smiling, starting to shake his head, "I'm to take it out the 

Her razor-edged nails sliced along his arm as she stroked it. 

"Halo, listen to me. I want it and I will do anything for it." 

His pale blue lips lost their smile, "Anything?" 

She nodded once. "Anything." 


eeuzroen 


to scrub the floors, wringing the blood into buckets with a clump of knotted 
tongues. Her servants gently massaged her, rubbing in the warm jasmine- 
scented blood that dyed her flesh from blue to the dark purple that she 
loved. Her eyes, half-closed, drifted across the wall covered witbher 
favorite vice; pictures of her that her. owh, delicious vanity flowed to be 
taken when she traveled to the "other world." When, suddenly, Halo 

She jumped from the table and.'with a snap ofher fingers, the servants 
were gone. "You have it?" 

He nodded, unable to speak. She could barely control herself as he; 
reached towards her, opening her hand. It lay across his palm, its green, 
leaves wrinkled, its small white berries partly crushed; a sprig of mistletoe. 
She grabbed it. "Name your price." 

"I want..." She watched him, her sharp eyebrow raised, knowing full 
well what he would say. "I want to feel again." 

"Do you realize what that means?" 

Henodded. 

"You will be destroyed." 

She smiled. She knew Leviathan would be angry but she could handle 
that. Once the ritual was over, he was. human again. She took her time for 
his pleasure as well as hers, tearing off bits and pieces of him like one would' 
pluck fruit. She dug out the thin strands of nerves and stretched them for a 
while before skewering them on Kool^ like wiggling worinf, By the time she 
was finished, he was spread upon the floor, a quivering mass of meat and 
fluid that her slaves were already beginning to-jsop up into buckets. 

Later, on her massage table again, she pulled-out the mistletoe and the 
book she had found a long time ago. She twirled the sprig between her long 
blapk fingernails, "Read it#me-again." 

The book spoke in its high pitched voice. "The seeds of Chaos fertilized 
in the womb of Order, might undo all that has been done. " 

She closed the book, hiding the mistletoe inside. She snapped and the 
servants appeared and continued their work. " 'Undo all'that has been 
done?"' She closed her eyes and smiled. "Indeed." 
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It WAS NOT LEVIATHAN 

THAT FIRST UNLOCKED THE DOOR TO 
THIS WORLD. RATHER IT WAS LIFE, 
NATURE, CHAOS THAT EXPLODED 
THROUGH IT, SPILLING INTO HIS 
PERFECTORDER. EONS AGO, WHEN 
THIS WORLD WAS TEEMING, SWIRLING, 
SWEATING LIFE, BLUE AND GREEN, 
FROM EVERT PORE, IT CONTINUED TO 
SWELL, LIKE MOTHER WITH CHILD. 
FINALLY; RUPTURING THROUGH THE 
WALLS IT DID NOT EVEN KNOW 
EXISTED, IT BURSTTNTO HELL, GIVING 
BIRTH TO LIGHT, AND INTRODUCING 
LIFE IN THAT COLD DARK PLACE. 

Leviathan, of course, 

RETALIATED, GRINDING AND 
CRUSHING CHAOTIC LIFE EVEN AS IT 
TRIED TO SPREAD, PULLING IT. FROM 
THE CRACKS IN HELLS MORTAR UNTIL 
: IT LAY IN ROTTING HEAPS UPON THE 

floor, but in Time, life was again 

AT LEVIATHAN S DOOR, SQUIRMING 
THROUGH EVERY HOLE, CRAWLING 
LIKE IVY OVER THE CATES AND’WALLS, 
IN SEARCH OF A ROOM. HELL WAS 
OVERWHELMED AND AS GREEN BEGAN 
TO COVER THE GREY ONE WORLD 
LOOKED MORE AND MORE LIKE THE 
OTHER, 

Leviathan re-calculated its 

POSITION AND DEVISED A NEW 
STRATEGY, AN EUCLIDIAN DESIGN OF 
APOCALYPTIC PROPORTIONS. 
SEARCHING ACROSS THE ENTIRE FACE 
OF ITS ENEMY, THE HOT-SMELLING, 



PULSATING, WORLDTHAT IT DESPISED 
NOWMORETHAN EVER, LEVIATHAN 
FOUND WHAT IT WAS LOOKING FOR; 
NAKED, SOFT AND WEAK, CRINGING 
' IN THE MUD ON ITS; BELLY; MAN. 

On A BLACK AND STARLESS 
NIGHT, LEVIATHAN DESCENDED TO 
MAN IN HIS DREAMS. IT WHISPERED 
TO HIM THE .KEYS OF LOGIC IN THE 
SECRET LANGUAGE OF SCIENCE THAT 
COULD ONLY DESCRIBETHE VISIONS 
THAT" BURNED IN HIS MIND; OF 
SPREADING FLAME THAT DANCED 
BENEATH HIS. FINGERTIPS, OF TOLLS, 
OF MACHINES, OF WEAPONS; OF ALL 
THINGS GLORIOUS AND 
MAGNIFICENT. LEVIATHAN SHOWED 
HIM HOW TO USETHESE AGAINST HIS 
WORLD, THAT HE MAY.BRING ALL LIFE 
AROUND HIM TO ITS KNEES, BEND IT 
TO HIS WILL AND DESTROY ALL THAT 
STOOD )N HIS WAY. 

Man SHOOK FROM SLEEP, CHEST 
HEAVING, WET WITH SWEAT. HE 
WALKED OUT OF HIS CAVE TO THE. 
CLIFF S EDGE AND LOOKED OUT OVER 
THE EXPANSE OF DARK JUNGLE THAT 
MOVED LIKE AN OCEAN OF SHADOW 
BENEATH HIM. HE WAS NO LONGER 
AFRAID AND STANDING ON THE EDGE 
OF THAT: ABYSS. MAN SMILED. 

No SOONER HAD HE RISEN FROM 
THEMUD/ThAN HE WAS reaching 
FOR HIS FIRST WEAPON AND LAYING 
WASTE TO EVERYTH ING. AROUN D 
HIM. FIE SLAUGHTERED HIS ENEMIES, 
STEALING THEIR SKINS, AS NO 











CREATURE EVER HAD,TO DRAPE OVER 
HIS OWN. HEG REW DOMINANT, 

: EATING WHAT HE WANTED AND 
LEAVING V/HAT REMAINED TO FESTER 
AND ROT1N TH E SUN.' 

"The world began to bleed, its 

OPEN WOUNDS, SEETHING WITH 
PARAfl+ES, BECAME INFECTED:, ITS 
FACE, SWOLLEN AND PUSTULANT, 
BEGAN TO PUTREFY. IJS LIMBS GREW 
DISEASED AND FELL AWAY. FINALLY, IT 
LAY, WEAK AND HELPLESS, GROWING 
ONLY MORE SILENT AND MORE STILL; 
WITHERING, WANING, DYING,: 

During this time’ hell was 

ONCE MORE RETURNED TO ITS 
PERFECT ORDER BUT FOR LEVIATHAN 
thatwasnolongerenough.it 
AGAIN VISITED THE DREAMS OF MAN, 
CHOOSING WELL ITS APOSTLES TO SET 
DOWN ITS GOSPEL. NONE DID SO 
WITH MORE CONVICTION THAN 
ISSAC, WHO TESTIFIED THAT NATURE, 
ALL NATURE COULD BE BOUND 
COMPLETELY WltH THE LAWS OF 
SCIENCE AND MATHEMATICS. THERE 
WERE OTHERS; RENEE, FRAN<lS, 

JOHN, ADAM, AND LATER CHARLES. 
THE GREAT APOSTLES OF HELL LAID 
THE FOUNDATION FOR LEVIATHANS 
DARK DESIGN.' EVENTUALLY, WITH 
EVERY FOOT OF CONCRETE STEAM- 
ROLLED OVER THE FACE OF ITS ENEMY, 
WITH EVERY TOWERING, SKY- 
BLOTTING MONOLITH ERECTED, ONE 
WORLD LOOKED MORE AND MOftE 
LIKE THE OTHER. 
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s sign bank, over inis head. I watched him 

"Wait 1 What ar£ you doing ? You can’t leave. What about ail fhv* stuff ?" 
He turned. "It's y»u« now.Take it. Show othert.Try to make them 

"Too late ? What, too late ?" 

He became K*% angry. "R=n+ you see,yet ?Weke all thats left. Of 
chaos! Of life! All that stands between Leviathan and eternal order.This is 
the final conflict, the Apocalypse, the tferlcest Pay wherein the fathershall 
6eek » destroy theeiiild; The Warof^RfeaH!" 

we you ? ", He stopped, 
nan might have sent you bade to spread 
/esterday a carnival, today,a movie and 


table. "What am Idoing here ? " 

I looked back at him. I suppose it was the morning light, but now he 
no longer seemed as grotesque or surreal as he had in the dark of mldniohf. 
I saw now that the &ipn he wore was poorly painted, brown drips h anaino 
from every letter. Though *#B*rhis face was scarred, it now seeme/mi-e 
ugly than unnatural. He stood facingme, his shoulders drooped, his bell hanging 
listlessly from his hand. W/th every passing moment he grew more and more 

^This-sndicu^. ****** Ij| taking this shit seriously. 

pulling something deep from the pocket of^his heavy,overcoat. Stopping directly 
in front of me, he stared at my face, Squinting like someone looking into a 
mirror that was fogged or broken. I listened to his breath struggling to find 
its wav thrtaortU hi< 
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